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warm personal message from editor 

Well, pals, our first issue hit the stands with our 
“plea for HELP” cover, and sure enough, you the 
public responded. When Trump #1 went on sale, with 
hundreds of titles to choose from, you went to your 
newsstands ... you went and picked up our magazine 
. . . and then you put it down again . . . 

Now that's not the right idea. You must not do this. 
We may discontinue our warm personal messages. 
Anyhow, for the thousands of you who have bought 
Trump, we’ve drawings by Jack Davis, Will Elder and 
Others-that we hope will bring hours of joy, laughter 
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here’s the story where it 
was to be C. B. DeMille’s 
greatest epic, and today 
was the final day of shoot- 
ing. In an Egyptian desert 
valley, C. B. had had the 
pyramids and sphinxes re- 
produced, and the mighty 
Nile itself re-routed to flow 
through this ideal shooting 
location. Hundreds of as- 
sistants had been busy 
through the night organiz- 
ing the eighty thousand authentically-costumed Egyptian 
extras to be used in the grand battle scene to be immortal- 
ized today. 

‘The Ten Commandments’ had to be right in every detail. 
DeMille had already spent millions of dollars on this pic- 
ture, but it was to be his masterpiece and no expense would 
be spared. Today’s shooting was to start at dawn, and the 
“battle” would continue until sunset. Every facet of this 
day’s work had been planned with the utmost love and 
thoroughness, and to put these battle scenes on film would 
cost $2 million a minute. 

The valley was circled by four mountains, upon three of 
which C. B. had placed camera crews; the other mountain 
served as his own location for observation and direction. 
Signals from the valley indicated that everything was in 
order and, as the sun rose and provided sufficient light 
for the action to begin, C. B., trembling with excitement, 
reached for his intercom phone and contacted camera crew 
number one. 

“Irv,” said C. B., ‘I want you to concentrate on the indi- 
viduals— give me good, fat close-ups with plenty of expres- 
sion— catch them registering pain, terror, fury, everything— 
get as many 'as you can and make it good— you’re the best 
close-up man in the business and I know you can do it— 
remember, quality, quality, quality, is the keyword.” 

“Gotcha, C. B.” 

Flicking the switch to the second camera crew— “Harry!” 

“Yes, C. B.” 

“Harry, you have all the plans of the movement of all 
small routes of soldiers as they enter the main body of the 
battle— I want you to get every foot of that action that’s 
possible. Remember, the small groups are yours.” 

“I’m witcha, C. B.” 

“Crew number three,” continued DeMille, as he pressed 
the remaining button, “Al, I want you to keep the entire 
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valley on vour film at all times— listen Al, you’ve been with 
me since ‘Squaw Man , so you know how I work. You con- 
centrate on the big picture at all times, every bit of action 
must be in every frame of your film— I know you’ll do a 
beautiful job. O.K. Al?” 

“Any time you’re ready, C. B.” 

A tear in his eye, an excited mixture of awe and pride in 
his heart, C. B. lifted his arm and shouted, “Lights, action, 
cameras!” 

Immediately eighty thousand men charged into action on 
foot, on horse, in chariot. The spectacle was breath-taking, 
the movement ferocious: arrows darting through the air, 
spears hurled amid a din that only so many and so much 
could produce. 

C. B. watched in reverence with tears of extreme joy 
coursing down his cheeks. This would make the “Ten Com- 
mandments” his ultimate masterpiece, and this his greatest 
single scene of all time. After all, he was now 75 years old 
and had been considering retirement, so this had to be right, 
and it was— there, down in that valley, his greatest artistic 
achievement was going on at this very moment. 

It went on a great deal longer than that moment. It went 
on for fifteen hours without stopping and, now as dust grew 
too heavy to permit any more action, and the wounded and 
exhausted were being removed from the field, C. B., eyes 
still tearing, humbly reached for his phone and cried “Irv, 
Crew No. 1, how’d it go!” 

Back came a voice heavy with anguish, “C. B I don’t 

know what to say ... I mean, the action— the faces . . . every- 
thing so beautiful . . . and— and— just now we ... we went to 
unload the camera and found that we had left the lens cap 
on ... C. B. can you ever forgive us . . . our hearts are broken 
we didn’t get a thing— nothing but black . . . C. B.— are you 
there?” 

But DeMille wasn’t there, he had switched to camera 
crew number 2, “Harry! Harry, how did it go?” 

“C. B it is tragic— we’ve been working frantically . . . 

ever since the action started— when we started shooting . . . 
the film broke and we couldn’t find the key for the film 
magazine— even with crow bars we couldn’t open it— we 
don’t have a. foot of film to show— we’re all really broken up 
about it— I mean— what can we say, C. B CL B.!?” 

Glassy eyes bulging, hands shaking uncontrollably, 
mouth quivering, DeMille pressed the third button and 
through lips numb with shock and in a weak, hoarse whisper 
he gasped into the mouthpiece, “Al! Al! Al! 

And Al’s exuberantly cheerful and confident voice re- 
plied, “Any time you’re ready, C. B.” 
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RUSSIAN IHV6HTI0HS we invented first 


VODKA was discovered in 1789 in rain- 
barrel of water and sediments by Jemmy 
Shicker, who tried to sell his product, 
labeled WAT-CO (Water-Compound). 
Shicker could not convince the public that 
this colorless, odorless liquid was not 
water or seltzer. It was appreciated by a 
Russian Caviar fisherman who smuggled 
the beverage to Russia, where WAT-CO 
was mispronounced, became VOD-KA. 


Km** 


W 


RUSSIAN ROULETTE was really created by Gar- 
sney Wigfled, Mississippi gambler, who won a fortune 
at this game, and set world’s record of 645 consecutive 
wins before meeting his first defeat on May 12, 1858. 
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MATTHEW BRADY PHOTOGRAPH 

RUSSIAN STEPPES: Armature Chiselchipper, prospecting in 
1873, decided to carve stairway through Rockies for easy cross- 
ings. He died, after cutting 712 flights. Years later, his steps 
were quietly adapted by Russians who proclaimed the existence of 
Russian steppes with no acknowledgement to originator Chiselchipper. 


IRON CURTAIN was first made for 
Miss Prudence Repulse of Wisconsin to 
frustrate suspected peeping-tom. Had she 
known of X-Ray Vision, she would have 
realized that an Iron Curtain is futile. 


P. I. TCHAIKOWSKY is a fictitious 
name Soviet Commissar of Music attached 
to a collection of tunes stolen from our 
own Tin-Pan Alley over a period of time 
4 between late 1930’s and early 1940’s. 


SALT MINES were originally dis- 
covered in North Dakota and kept 
secret by Cyril Sellers, manufacturer 
of diatetic foods and publisher of 
Sellers Salt-Free Snack Suggestions. 


meet it “in every conceivable 


VETO, a word commonly identified with Russian Harry Thimk, sign-painter from Bushes, Florida. Mr. Thimk, reputedly one of the 

U.N. delegation, was the accidental creation of finest letterers of signs in the country, was unfortunately a deplorable speller. 


INVENTOR INJURED 

GOES, Ohio., Jan. 3 (OP). 
Wesley Salks (inset) rescued 
after mysterious explosion 
shattered his ancestoral home. 
In critical condition at Odd 
Fellows Hospital, Mr. Salks 
could not reveal the cause of 
the conflagration and would 
only mumble incoherently, 
“Needs more beets”. Further 
investigation is pending. 
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BORSCHT was created in 
Goes, Ohio by W. Salks, who 
added gasoline instead of water 
to a can of condensed soup. Re- 
sult was explosion of Borscht. The 
manufacture of Borscht by ex- 
plosion never became popular in 
Goes, but made inroads in Minsk 
where winters are much colder. 
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SCIENCE FICTION BY DOODLES WEAVER 


I 1 PH 0 and again, and overtime 


SEATED IN THE TIME-BINDING HARNESS, and with a Smile 

that could only mean sinister self-assurance, Rork Glanf, 
inter-stellar spy from Ganymede II posing as Professor 
Aych Gentry of the Cybernetics-Semantics Laboratory, 
Earthian Division, pressed the nuclear stub which would 
release the tensor force fields surrounding him and propel 
him into another space-time phase. Even as his ducleum- 
covered waldo made contact with the magnetic knob, 


Glanf-Gentry reviewed quickly what he must do in the 
next few moments. 

Immediately on arriving in the year he was born, he 
would enter the place of his birth, disguise himself as an 
intern, steal into the maternity ward, and surreptitiously 
exchange two infants in their cribs— himself and his twin 
brother— thus causing a rupture in the past that would 
enable him to return to the present as King of the Galaxy, 

continued. 
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which position his brother now held. Simple, fast, effective, 
and foolproof! 

Gentry-Glanf’s pseudopod, disguised as a human finger, 
released the activating distorter! In the laboratory rose- a 
loud whine and a light flashed reminiscent of a super-nova 
as Glanf and the time-binding machine disappeared. 

a a o 

Shading his eyes with one hand, Professor Karloff looked 
up from his vivisection of a Syrian aqua-aardvark and said 
to Adam Rink, the Android: “Bless my garters, what won’t 
that young fool think of next?” 

O O Or 

Transported instantaneously to the day of his birth, Glanf 
materialized on the front steps of the hospital, slipped inside, 
overpowered a lone intern with his portable thalamic-para- 
lyzer, donned the white uniform, walked boldly into the 
baby ward, went directly over to himself-the infant, re- 
moved himself from one crib and substituted his twin 
brother for himself, putting himself in his brother’s bed. 
Then, cackling mirthfully to himself-as-adult in Saturnian 
pidgeon-Martian, he reactivated the nuclear stud and be- 
fore you could say “Wow” he reappeared in the laboratory 
just as Professor Karloff was ending the speech: “that young 
fool think of next?” 


switched the babies, and reappeared in the laboratory just 
as Professor Karloff was ending the speech: “that young 
fool think of next?” 

O O 

At that instant his smile of confidence froze. Why had 
he returned to the laboratory, if he were King of the 
Galaxy?. 

How come he was still an insignificant inter-stellar spy? 

Why was he not in the Uranium Chair of the King? 

What had gone wrong? 

Where was the mixup? Why . . . 

“I’ll tell you why!” howled Adam the Android (also a 
telepath), tearing off his human face and revealing the 
ugly features of the truculent flesh-eating Plutonian 
Quaggle-beast. 

“Because I , Adam , I am really your twin brother 
and I knew you were going to go back in time two hours 
before I perfected the Time Machine so I went back four 
hours before you went back the second time and then I 
returned to our birthplace and switched the babies before 
you switched the babies the second time after you had 
switched the babies the first time, so you actually put your- 
self back to where you were the time before you switched 
the babies the second time!” 


At that instant his smile of confidence froze. Why had 
he returned to the laboratory, if he were the King of the 
Galaxy? 

How come he was still an insignificant interstellar spy? 

Why was he not in the Uranium Chair of the King? 

What had gone wrong? 

Where was the mixup? Why . . . 

“I’ll tell you why!” shouted Adam the Android (who 
was also a telepath), tearing off his human face and reveal- 
ing the lizard-like features of the terrible man-eating Plu- 
tonian Quaggle-beast: “Because I am really your twin 
brother and I perfected the time-binding machine just 
twenty minutes before you did, and I went to our birth- 
place and switched the babies first, so you actually put 
yourself back to where you were in the first place!” 

Then laughing like a moon-mad space pirate, the android- 
human-Quaggle-beast slid across the floor on his nineteen 
appendages into a teleportation booth, appearing imme- 
diately in his Uranium Chair at the meeting of the Galactic 
Council, where he quickly signed a document recommend- 
ing death for his twin brother, Professor Aych Gentry, who 
was really Rork Glanf. 

But Glanf the Ganymedian was not so easily defeated. 
Instantly he pressed the stub of the tensor force-field ma- 
chine and returned to the past two hours before the pre- 
ceeding conversation occurred. There he perfected the 
Time Machine, and returned to the present one-half hour 
before his twin brother had perfected it, then rapidly 
returned to the day of his birth, overpowered the intern, 
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Then shrieking like an insane spider the human-android- 
Quaggle-beast slushed across the floor on his nineteen 
tentacles into a teleportation booth, appearing immediately 
in the Uranium Chair at the meeting of the Galactic Coun- 
cil, where he signed a death warrant for his twin brother, 
Professor Gentry, who was really Rork Glanf. 

But the spy-Professor-Ganymedian was not so easily de- 
feated. Instantly he pressed the stub of the time binding 
machine and returned to the past, six hours before the two 
preceding occurrences, perfected the Time Machine, re- 
turned to the present one-half hour before his twin brother 
had perfected it the second time, went back to the day of 
his birth, overpowered the intern, switched the babies, and 
reappeared in the laboratory just as Professor Karloff was 
ending his speech: “that young fool think of next?” 
a o o 

But his smile of confidence froze. Why had he returned 
to the laboratory, if he were King of the Galaxy? What had 
gone wrong? Where was the mixup? Why . . . 

“I’ll tell you why!” screamed Adam the Android (who 
could also read minds), tearing off his face and so on: Be- 
cause I am really your twin brother and I knew you were 
going to go and so on and on . . .” 
o o o 

Those two little babies really got around, hey? 

o o o 

P. S. You rascals looking for the part about Earth-Girl 
shown in opening illustration— never mind! It was all a hoax 
by us foxy editors to make you read story. 





MEDICINE 




The dawn of civilization was also the dawn of problems. 
At first, people indulged in simple pleasures to take 
their minds off their cares. But as life became more 
complicated, so did problems. People looked for strong 
means of escape. Some of them tried alcohol, some opi- 
ates, and others, sedatives. All these remedies had the 
common drawback of rendering the user unconscious. 


Now medical science offers the perfect solution . . .TRAN - 
QUILIZERS. The user is worry free and wide awake. 
He faces his problems as if they weren’t his. In fact, they 
aren’t his. Relatives and friends go nuts straightening 
out the problems he leaves behind, as he wanders care- 
lessly down life’s happy-happy-happy highway. Natur- 
ally they all soon become tranquilizer users themselves. 


BEFORE AND AFTER USING TRANQUILIZERS 



Mrs. Von B. worries about appearance, has Mrs. Von B. has been worried sick since she Mrs. Von B. frustrated because hubby thinks 
not eaten for a week since gaining an ounce, caught her son sneaking his first cigarette, only of money, never of love and romance. 



After taking tranquilizers Mrs. Von B. re- 
gards her appearance in proper perspective. 


Tranquilizer helps Mrs. Von B. understand Tranquilizer helps Mrs. Von B. adjust with- 
son’s normal curiosity in things grownups do. out resentment to husband’s lack of passion. 

continued on next page 
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OLD SEDATIVES relieved anxieties but subject unable to function because he’d fall asleep. 


DIFFERENCE 
between 
OLD SEDATIVES 
and new 
TRANQUILIZERS 



NEW TRANQUILIZERS relieve anxieties and subject functions perfectly , alert and wide eyed. 



continued, from preceding page 


DRUGS EASY TO GET, SALES SOAR 

Tranquilizers are easy to get. And no need to look for a psychiatrist, either. 
(Why discover MORE problems) . Go to any handy doctor . . . dentist, foot spe- 
cialist, etc., and you will come away with a prescription to solve your current 
mental problems. 

Tranquilizers are new and therefore, confusing to the layman. Doctors 
are plagued with questions about how they work and how safe they are. 
Since the answers are unknown it is wise not to bother the busy doctors 
needlessly. Besides, after taking a tranquilizer, what will it matter? 



Patients uneasy appearance and nervous 
fingering of cap suggest mental strain. 



Tranquilizer renders patient worry free, 
unfortunately, had disastrous side effect. 



Patient’s neurotic condition shows as he 
sings inane commercials throughout exam. 



Undelivered wire costs doctor fortune in 
stock market causing his nervous collapse. 


THE SIDE EFFECTS 

We know what tranquilizers do, but know 
not how they do it. Certain odd side effects 
have caused everyone great concern. How- 
ever, science has come to the fore with 
new wonder drugs that act as antidotes. 
Over-tranquilized persons ( people who let 
others do their worrying) can now be 
helped. New drugs are called AROUSERS. 



BEFORE USING DRUGS condition is unhelped 



USING TRANQUILIZERS condition partly helped 



USING AROUSERS condition now fully helped 
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A BOXING MATCH by howard a. Schneider 
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I'LL 

\TAKE 
I eti 

HOME. 


ME 

TAKE 

ETI 

HOME. 


STOMPING AND + 
PUNCHING FOR THE 
PEI VI LEGE OF CARRY 
\ ING ETI QUETTE'S 
1 BOOKS HOME/ y 


CHEESECAKE 


\ I'M GONNA 
■ CARRY HER 
/ PEN AND 
RULER HOME/ 


MOTHER/ THAT REFRIGER- 1 
ATOR RAIDING MUST STOP.') 
I HAVEN'T EATEN IN DAYS/ M 
-I'M CHASING FOOTBALL JOE 
* HOME 


ET| 

dm 


THEY WERE HOLDING 
HANDS/ MOM .' THIS IS A 
GOOD CLEAN-CUT STORY WE 
RUN HERE, BUT ETI IS TOO 
POPULAR TO 


THERE 'S 
ETI QUETTE 


NEXT DAY 


DAD... 


IN FOP .JOHN SONS.. 
AS USUAL BEATING 
OFF THE BOYS WITH 
A CLUB/ _ c 


DON'T 


ME/ 


BUF- 


IT'S DROOLY OF YOU TO CARRY 
MY PEN AND RULER, FOOTBALL 
IDF ' I FTS RAID THF RFFRIG- 


WE 
CAN 
HOCK 
THE ICE 
TRAYS' 


THEY WERE HUGGING/ I TELL 
YOU ETI HAS TOO MANY BOY- 
FRIENDS' CLEAN CUT OR NO, I 
KNOW WHAT THOSE BOY- 
FRIENDS GOT ON THEIR MINDS' 


YOU'RE UTTERLY DREAMY 
SHARPY ARTY TO CARRY MY 
BOOKY HOMEY' LET'S SHRIEK 
AT SOME ELVIS PRESLEY 


MOTHER/ THAT SHRIEKING AT 
ELVIS PRESLEY RECORDS IS 
V WEARING ME DOWN/ 


DIG THE KATS 
STOMPING BY THE 
JUKE-BOX IN FOP 
HOWIE JOHNSON'S 
ICE CREAM SHOPPI 
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1...B-BUT you COULD HAVE 
/THE HAND50ME5T BOY IN 
/TOWN. ..OR. THE BEST ATH- 
LETE. ..OR THE LEADING ^ 
STUDENT-'- WHY POP Jg 
JOHNSON? 


SUNDAY 

KATES. 


IGIRL SCOUT 
\ mahuac. 


Hi 

(pm 


MOTHER.' SHE AND HER BOY- FRIEND \/ 


BMOC HAVE BEEN MAKING LONG- 
DISTANCE CALLS FOR THE FAST HOUR' 
IT'S ABOUT TIME BMOC WENT... J 


IT'S OR, DAD.' 
LOOK.' WERE 
ENGAGED TO 
BE MARRIED.' 


MARRIED? NOT 
A TyPICAL TEEN - 
AGER ANYMORE? 

- WE'RE RUINED/ 


WELL - MAYBE IT'S BEST' 
OUR DAUGHTER HAS 
SO MANY BOY- FRIENDS, 
LET'S FACE IT- THIS 
CLEAN-CUT LIFE CAT 
GO ON FOREVER 


WHICH LAD DID YOU 
CHOOSE FROM POP 
JOHNSON'S ICE 
CREAM SHOPPE? -4 
SHARPY ARTY? 

JOE? BMOC? 


DAD? 


DON'T 


you 


DIG 


SECU- 


THE ONE 
I'VE CHOSEN 
FROM POP 
JOHNSON'S 
ICE CREAM 
SHOPPE 
IS POP 
JOHNSON.' 


OH, BMOC.' LET'S DO LIKE 
TYPICAL CLEAN - CUT TEEN- 
AGERS AND USE THE 


NEXT DAY IS THAT ETI IN THE 

PARLOR AGAIN WITH 

SOME BOY- FRIEND FROM POP 
JOHNSON'S ICE CREAM SHOPPE? 


NOW... KISSING! MOTHER.' I TELL you - WHERE 
THERE'5 SMOKE, THERE'S FIRE/ AS YOU SOW/ 
SO SHALL YOU REAP/ A PENNY SAVED 15 A 



MOVIES 




A BRIDE COMES TO LIVE 
IN AN ODD STRUCTURE 
JUTTING UP FROM THE 
BARREN TEXAS PLAIN 


Giants opens with wealthy 
Texas cattleman, Bick Bicken- 
bick, returning with his newlywed 
wife, to the enormous Bickenbick 
ranch. After passing through the 
front gate and riding three more 
days, they arrive at the Bicken- 
bick mansion, an odd structure 
jutting from the Texas plain, 
where they are greeted by their 
subjects. On the following pages 
are some scenes from the picture: 



BRIDE LEZZLIE ( Elizabeth Taylvoom ) 
is leery about living in odd structure. 
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INSIDE QUAINT HOUSE, tough Beckenbick sister, at the 
right, greets the newlyweds. Slovenly cowboy, Jit, slouches, 
at the left . . . wait! Sister is at left, cowboy at right . . . wait . . . 



JIT RANK DRIVES FLIVVER RANK RIDES, HAT ON FACE 



Jit Rank is disgruntled cowboy villain since what kind of a 
cowboy picture is this where he never gets to ride a horse? 


at barbeque to celebrate marriage, when cooked picture shows clearly weakness of soft yankee girl to faint at mere sight of brains 

brains are scooped from cow’s head, Lezzlie faints. scooped out of cow’s head. Also weakness of the movie audience which also faints. 
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RANK COMES tO 

Beckenbick mansion 
covered with oil. He has brought 
in a gusher, and now looks for 
trouble. But big Bick Bigenbick 
is a match for Rank. 



Fight scene when Jit Rank strikes Beck 
Bickenbick is worth studying carefully. 



Full Hollywood swing gives convincing 
appearance of realistic power and impact. 




fight scenes of Captain Marvel, Superman. 


full swings, are unconvincing, unrealistic. 


RANK LEAVES the 

Backenbick mansion covered 
with oil. Bickenbicken isn’t a 
match for Jit and a match for Jit is 
what he needed. Then he could 
have set Jit on fire while he 
was covered with oil. 










Giants (concluded) 



picture ends with Bick Bickbecken about Bick looks at drunken Rank, and instead of Bickbecken derisively hurls demijohn at 
to beat up now multi-millionaire, Jit Rank, beating up, tells Rank Rank is “through.” wine-rack in Rank’s lavish wine cellar. 




ders how come Bick thinks Rank is ‘through.’ 


noes. But why should Rank be ‘through’? 


why should argument make Rank ‘through’? 



bickenback family leaves Rank’s hotel 

which is gradually collapsing from crashing racks’ 

chain reaction— explaining why Rank is through. 


OUR TRUMP MOVIE REVIEWER 
DEALS A HAND TO ‘ GIANTS ’. 
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'Music to Smoot 


'ail Hour 


to men 


usic-type records, they’rt 


Hi-Fi 


will be ft 


to follow the t\ 


record 


“Great, 


ought to be able to work things out easily. 


tlraled by Great Art. 


’ore 


curret 
















The following text and illustrations have been inspired by a melancholic 
play about a discouraged salesman, which was later made into a depress- 
ing movie, all of which so many of you happily enjoyed — 



by Mel Brooks 


SCENE: We see Harry enter. He moves across the stage 
to the door of the kitchen which is of a lower middle- 
class home. Mae, an average mother is preparing a din- 
ner for her husband Harry, and her son Stanley. 
She opens lids on pots; stirs; samples; Harry enters. 
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MAE: 


HARRY: 


MAE: 

HARRY: 


MAE: 


HARRY: 


MAE: 

HARRY: 

MAE: 

HARRY: 


H ello, Harry, (says Mae) 
ello, Mae, (says Harry) 


What’s the matter, Harry, you look tired. 
How did it go today? 

(Harry throws himself in chair) 

Oh, what’s the sense of talking. The little 
man ain’t got a chance. Today, in order to 
get some place, you gotta be a big operator. 

What happened, Harry? 

(With quiet desperation) 

I made eight dollars ... a big eight dollars. 
Is that what a man should bring home to 
his wife? Mae, I’m fifty-three years old and 
I made eight dollars . . . and I was damn 
lucky to make that. Thank God for the 
parade today, I might have ended up with 
a lousy two bucks. 

Then you made six dollars at the parade, 
huh? Tell me about it. 

Well, there were a lot of cops around . . . 
and I was nervous. Mae, something’s hap- 
pening to me. I’m getting so I can’t pick 
pockets when cops are around. I was never 
like that, was I, Mae? 

No, you were never like that, Harry. 

Tell me, I was never like that. 

You were never like that. 

I was never like that. 


MAE: No, Harry, and he won’t fail you. I know 

he won’t he has your blood in him. 

HARRY: I’m not a well man. I’m not a well man! 

(Stanley enters. He is about fourteen and 
when you see his honest, almost angelic 
expression, you can see why he’s such a 
disappointment.) 

STANLEY: (Putting away baseball paraphernalia) 

Hello, Mom. Hi, Dad. 

(Stanley slaps his father on the back) 

HARRY: You’re not ashamed to say ‘hello’ to your 

father? 

STANLEY: (Repeats slap on back) 

No, I’m not ashamed. Am I, Mom? 

HARRY: (Outraged) 

You’re not ashamed to waste your time in 
playgrounds when you should be learning 
your craft? When I was your age .1 was 
breaking into candy stores already. 

STANLEY: Why does he gotta holler? 

HARRY: You’re no good! You’re well liked! 

(Stanley turns quickly, stands tense, shoul- 
ders with his back to his father. He is em- 
barrassed and ashamed. Harry walks to him 
and puts his gentle arm around the boy.) 
Stanley, I’m your father and believe me, I 
know what’s best for you. I’ll help you, I’ll 
teach you. Stanley, you’re all I’ve got. Don’t 
you ever want to be a criminal? 

STANLEY: (Obviously touched) 

Sure, Dad, but 


MAE: You were never like that. 

HARRY: (Turns, then quietly . . . )l was never like 

that. By the way. Where’s the kid? 

MAE: (Afraid to tell him, she hesitates) 

Oh He’s around. 

HARRY: Around where? 

MAE: He’s . . . he’s . . . he’s in the play- ground 

playing baseball with the other children. 

HARRY: (For the first time we see anger in this 

ostensibly gentle man) 

Baseball! This is how a boy amounts to 
something? This is where my teaching and 
training go? Wasted? All wasted! On a boy 
who takes a bat in his hand and smashes 
his father’s hopes and dreams. 

MAE: Eat your spaghetti, Harry, it’ll get cold. 

HARRY; Mae, I tell you this country is going insane. 

All a boy thinks about is becoming a Mickey 
Mantle. I talk to him, but he doesn’t listen. 
I’ve failed, Mae. I’ve failed as a father. 
(Tears find their way to the gentle eyes of 
this poor crushed father) 


HARRY: Then in the name of Dillinger why 

don’t you listen to me? 

STANLEY: ’Cause you holler. 

HARRY: Stanley, I know how hard it is to start. I 

don’t ask you to do impossible things. Begin 
at the bottom. Start small. Put slugs into 
pay telephones. Steal a fountain pen from 
school. Punch your teacher in the mouth. 

MAE: (Firmly) Stanley .... listen to your father. 

STANLEY: Yeah, Dad, yeah! 

HARRY: Say, that reminds me. This is the end of 

the term, isn’t it? 

STANLEY: Uh huh. 

HARRY: Okay, where’s your report card? 

MAE: Oh oh. 

(Stanley suddenly spins and walks down- 
stage. Stands tensely with back to father. 
Over his shoulder . . . ) 

STANLEY : I .... er .... I .... uh .... I lost it. 

HARRY: What’s this nonsense. Show me your report 

card. 


23 


MAE: 


STANLEY: 

HARRY: 

MAE: 


STANLEY: 

MAE: 

STANLEY: 

MAE: 

STANLEY: 

HARRY: 
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Stanley, show your report card to your 
father. 

(Reluctantly handing report card) 

Here. Gee, Dad, I wish you wouldn’t . . . 
(Harry looks at card. Does a double take. 
Looks at card again. Very carefully, almost 
not believing what he sees.) 

A? B plus? A . . . B plus ... A .. .A ... A 
...A. ..a. ..a. ..a. ..a 
(Harry goes shrieking offstage still shouting. 
Stanley reacts to the first couple of A’s. He 
is ashamed and says, “I’m sorry. I didn’t 
mean, etc.”) 

(After a slight pause) 

You’re killing that man. He’s a sick man. 
Pay attention. Oh Stanley, follow in his 
footsteps or you’ll put your father in his 
grave. 

(Stanley sits on chair facing away from her, 
head in his hands. Mae walks to him, pulls 
his head up and says directly in his face) 
Stanley, you’re an only son and you mean 
so much to us. Please, Stanley, for his sake 
and mine, steal something! Anything! I 
know you can. I know deep down inside, 
down where it really counts, you’re rotten. 
(Mae puts her hand on his shoulder. Stanley 
looks around and then puts his hand over 
hers and looks into her eyes, a-tableau.) 

Thanks. Mom, I love him . . . and I love you, 
too. You know that. But something went 
wrong with me. I’ve got crazy blood in me. 
I’m a misfit. You know, like Uncle Fred, 
the cop. 

(Putting her hand over his mouth) 
Ohhhhhh!! You must never mention that 
man’s name in this house. 

I’m sorry. Mom .... 

(Mae is seated. Stanley leans over her speak- 
ing slowly and with great effort and con- 
viction. He pounds with one fist on the table 
to punctuate his conviction.) 

I’ve got to tell you something. I know this 
is gonna sound strange, but you’ve gotta 

listen to me. Mom, I got a job an 

honest job!!! 

(Mae gives him a big hit in the face, knock- 
ing him to the floor.) 

I told you never to use that kind of language 
in this house. 

But, Mom , . . I bought something with the 
money. Something I love. Something I want 
to spend my whole life doing. 

(Stanley exits and returns with a violin case. 
He begins walking towards his mother with 
it when Harry comes running in and sees it.) 

Stanley, oh, son! You’ve come through. A 


tommy gun. My boy’s got. . . a tommy. . . 

(He snatches case from boy’s hands, excit- 
edly and begins to open it. Looking in the 
case, he speaks in wonder.) 

What . . . the . . . hell . . . is . . . this? 

STANLEY: (Firmly) it’s a violin. I want to play the 
violin. I want to be a great musician. 

HARRY: You want to be a. . . . 

(Harry wavers, clutches his heart. Mae 
catches him, holds him up. In a moment he 
recovers. Goes over to table and smashes 
violin in case.) 

There’ll be no musicians in this house. I’ll 
not have it. Do you hear me? I’ll not have it. 
I’ll not have it!! 

STANLEY: (Horrified) No] 

(Stanley recoils, then runs three steps to- 
ward the door, looks back and makes an 
unbelieving, horrified noise, as he reels off.) 

Stanley, come back. . . . 

Let him go. He’s not my son. We’ll go on 
together. Alone. Get my stuff. I’m going to 
work tonight. Only when I am lost in my 
work can I forget the pain of life. 

(Mae gets a black leather bag and begins 
stuffing tools into it. Glass cutters, wrenches, 
nitro, sandpaper and a couple of sandwiches. 
Still shaking, she speaks in a nagging tone.) 

Now remember what we went over, Harry. 
It’s a Thompson Safe with a four point, four 
tumbler combination. Don’t use too much 
nitro and don’t forget to eat the sandwiches, 
and remember the watchmen are changed 
at ten fifteen now. And, Harry, don’t look 
suspicious. . . . 

(Interrupting) Nag, nag, nag, nag, nag 

(Just then the door bursts open. Stanley 
stands there, gloating, between two police- 
men.) 

STANLEY: There’s the man! Harry, the Eel. My father. 
O.K. Where’s the reward? 

(One cop grabs Harry while the other pays 
Stanley.) 

There you are, son. Five hundred dollars. 
(The cop then walks over and grabs Harry’s 
other arm.) 

(Finally finding his voice) 

Mae! Mae! The boy turned on his own 
father, his own flesh and blood, for a filthy 
reward. 

(Harry reaches out and takes her hand) 
Mae, our boy’s a stool pigeon. He’s gonna 
be all right!! He’s gonna be all right!! 

(The cops lead him out. Harry is triumphant, 
laughing hysterically. Mae has a happy 
mother’s smile on her face, and Stanley is 
gleefully counting his reward as the curtain 
comes down.) END 


MAE: 

HARRY: 


MAE: 


HARRY: 


COP: 

HARRY: 



Magazines are getting very fancy with their 




For instance, if a magazine wants to show you 
How to boil water, here’s the way they do it. 




continued 







We’d like to see for a change, one of those faultless photographs 
of faultless dishes, tableware and backgrounds with maybe one fault. 



of dishes, tableware, and backgrounds 
using real dishes and real tableware. 


We’d like to see for another change 
one of those faultless photographs 



see them.... 




And then we would like to see one of those maddening, mouthwatering meals which is always cooked to absolute perfection, cooked very imperfectly. 


4s for the type photograph where the table is set so artistically, 
we’d like to see it set like breakfast in the kitchen back home. 
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to: Almost Anybody date: Today 

from : Jack Fuller 

subject: Anything Appropriate 

GENERAL ALL-PURPOSE MEMO 


You will recall that we've been firming up this 
problem for some time, and just in the nature of 
pitching up a few mashy shots to see if we come near 
the green, I'd like to express these angles: 

First, I think we should take a reading of the whole 
general situation to see if it is being spitballed 
correctly so that we can eventually wham it through 
for approval or disapproval as the case might be. 

In other words we've got to live with this for a long 
time, and there are certain rock bottom slants which 
we will have to try on for size. Since this 
situation hits us where we live, and since it has 
to be geared in before we hit the stretch, it is 
only logical that we throw in a few crossbucks 
before we take it off tackle. 

The best way to flirt with it, as I see it, is to 
give it the workover just about the time we're 
ready to segue into it. I think we all realize 
that this might be throwing some curves down the 
alley, but in a situation like this, it's a question 
of hit or get off the plate. This is a shirt-sleeve 
problem, and we've got to put on our gum boots 
and wade into it. Let's face it — when we're 
nosing down into the grass roots like this we're 
going to be lucky to get time to pushbutton it before 
we ride herd at an all-around group-noodling session. 

In other words, we might get caught off first base, 
and the whole thing might go over like a lead 
balloon. So let me urge that we all kick this around 
and put on our creative thinking caps so that all 
of us will profit in the final wrap-up. 



P.S. Just so we set this thing straight, I think 
it advisable that we all crowd in for the firm-up, 
at which time there will be a full spell-out. 
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JIMMY JUMBLE’S 



The Question 


Financier 

Miami 


* 0* 1 my yes,f ^ ou 

4jr -• m y sport — in- 

i ternational yacht 
‘ racing. On board 

theTutti - Fruit y we 

have nothing but 
the best equipment — cases and cases of 
it. Of course it costs more — I think Dad 
said fifty thou, more than last year — 
but what’s that against hours of en- 
joyment? 


In view of the money we get for 
advertising sports equipment, 
don’t you think it’s very impor- 
tant for everyone to have lots 
of proper sports equipment ? 


MICKEY MOON 

Baseball Player 
Chicago 

Does proper equip- 
ment help? You bet 
it does, Russ — er, 
Jimmy. On the field 
or off for top per- 
formance you need 
Big League equipment. That’s why 
when I walk up to the plate you’ll al- 
ways find me carrying my Schilletze 
Turbo-Prop Razor — it’s the finest ! ( So 
where’s the payola?) 



IRVING SHAPIRO 


Bullfighter 

Brooklyn 


N o. Equipment 
won’t help. In my 
line of work what 
you got to have is 
| guts — frijoles. In 
every bullfight 
there comes a time we matadors call 
“The Moment of Truth” — when the 
customers throw seat cushions into the 
ring. Equipment will not save you then. 
What you need is legs ! 



BUNKY McFARLANE 

Soap Box Racer 
Akron 

Yes. Equipment 
helps immeasura- 
bly. Of course we 
kids are forbidden 
by the rules to 
spend more than 
$100 on our soap-box racers. But we 
can still choose carefully among brand- 
name boxes. I always use Flux boxes, 
they’re safer — and Flux guarantees 
my personal daintiness. 


MARGARET MACOMBER 



Housewife 

Scarsdale 

Positively. My late 
husband and I used 
to hunt big game in 
Africa. He always 
got the best guns 
and safari clothes 


for himself, but he bought my stuff at 


Army surplus. Well, one time there 
was this wild buffalo and I had this 


$6.98 single-shot rifle and I guess you 


know the rest. 


VORISLAV DJUBROTNY 

All-American 
Pittsburgh 

No. For ten years 
I play tackle for 
biggest schools in 
midwest. Is good. 
Vorislav smack line 
with head. Helmet 
split. Vorislav get stepped on face by 
cleats. Cleat come off. Okay. So what 
is equipment? Vorislav say no. Voris- 
lav say best thing is strong muscles 
in head. 



NEXT WEEK: 

Would you hire a man for 
an important job who 
is not a good athlete ? 


SPECTACLE 

I CLIMBED A MT. BECAUSE IT WAS THERE 

View of the descent, to be supplemented next issue by 4 more full-color views of surrounding sky. 

“I climbed Mt. Eveready because it was there,” writes why this profound statement, “I climbed Mt. Ever- 
Sir Hillery Dillery of the International Explorer’s eady because it was there,” will live forever — much 
Kamikaze Club. The following article, profusely illus- as the ringing words of Sir Roger Price who said 
trated and in technicolor, shall perhaps illustrate “I had one grunch but the eggplant over there.” 
30 continued on page 32 
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continued from page 30 



I CLIMBED A MT. 

“MT. EVEREADY WAS THERE” writes 
Sir Dillery, our American friend, “and we 
were here in our climbing suit, boots, 
gloves, hood, goggles, nose protector and 
oxygen mask. Col. Winken was here, Dr. 

Blinken was here, Maj. Nod was here, 

Sherpa Tzimzing was here— wait a min- 
ute! Imagine our surprise when we looked 
under his climbing suit, boots, gloves, 
hood, goggles, nose protector and oxy- 
gen mask and discovered Sherpa Tzimzing 
wasn’t here! The rascal chickened out! 



“HOWEVER, MT. EVEREADY— it was 

there. And that is why we leaped with a 
shout, through the col, up the precipice, 
over the crevasse and into the fog bank.” 



“WE WERE DEAF to reason, heedless of dan- 
ger in our eagerness to climb Mt. Eveready because 
it was there. Imagine our surprise when we stepped 
out of the fog bank and found it wasn’t there.” 


It slowly dawned on me that this was not a mountain climbing article for 
Sporty Illustrations , but merely one of those advertisements for Canada 
Club Whiskey. The disappointment of the whole adventure soon faded , how- 
ever, since after my fifth glass of Canada Club, I found I had gotten much 
higher than Mt. Eveready. Next year I shall go over Niagara Falls in a bar- 
rel. — “Why?” you ask. Because it is there. And I think I shall go up-current .” 



WHY? YOU ASK • BECAUSE IT IS THERE 



“AFTER A QUICK TRIP down we re- 
turned to the Sherpa village where our host, 
the chief, invited us to a feast of curried Yak 
fat, pickled Llama lips, and Canada Club.” 






TAP OFF THE TOP 


For golfers on 
the husky side, a 
tip on power golf 


from HARRY bockswiller, Minneapolis Country Club 



A lot of us stocky golfers spoil our drives right on the tee. Here’s a 
tip I picked up from Tommy "Fatso” Armbruster, former National 
Open champion, on how to tee the ball up properly. 

First I select a tee and inspect for obvious defects such as blunt 
point or termite damage. Then I place it point outward between the 
second and third fingers of the right hand. Some pros prefer the first 
and second fingers of the left hand, but I don’t recommend the left 
hand for beginners. Now I place a ball in the palm of my hand, seating 
it firmly against the cup of the tee. This is most important, as we shall 
see later. Next I spread my feet about 18 inches, keeping the weight 
evenly divided, and lean forward from the hips, at the same time 
“pooching” out the buttocks into a semi-sitting position. The left arm 
is cocked and brought in close to the body while the right arm, fully 
extended, is lowered straight down until the point of the tee touches 
the ground. The right elbow is straight but not locked. Now I rock 
slightly forward, allowing my weight to come up on my right shoul- 
der, forcing the tee into the earth with a quick wrist turn to the right. 

Sounds easy, doesn’t it? But it takes plenty of practice if we’re not 
to topple over on our faces. Next time you play around, try this 
method, practice it — see if it isn’t better than trying to drive the tee 
ihto the ground with an overhand smash. 



no more carrying loose clubs 

with a, H A N D E E 
DANDEE 

golf bag 


much easier than carrying clubs in your belt 
Ask your dealer for demonstration 


(fadclu 

Let Caddy Carty 
do it for you. Now 
you can truly en- 
joy getting out- 
doors, strolling 
over the golf course 
unencumbered by 
a heavy golf bag 
on your shoulder. 



ASK YOUR DEALER FOR A DEMONSTRATION 

PINCUS PUSHCARTS. INC.. RIVINGTON ST.. N. Y. 



A ridee-cadee takes all the tedium out of golf. 
Now you can enjoy the game, the beauty of out- 
doors and nature without tedious walking around. 


ASK YOUR DEALER FOR A DEMONSTRATION 

SCOOTMOBILE CORP. OF AMER., CARNIVAL. N. 1. 



CORRECT INCORRECT 


NEXT WEEK: BUSTER ZECKENHEIMER ON FINDING YOUR BALL 


no more nothing with a 

HIDEY-RIDEY 



GOLF BALL 
COMES OUT HERE 


Hidey-Ridey is unsurpassed for golfing comfort. Tops 
in performance, you ride in air-conditioned comfort. 
Enjoy golf without walking yourself ragged in the un- 
predictable outdoors, prey to weather, and insea pests. 
Go to sleep on the tilt-back Hidey-Ridey seats, so 
designed you don't even get up to hit the golf ball. 


HIDEY-RIDEY 


A HOME AWAY FROM HOME 


Please don’t ask your dealer for any more demonstrations 


MARCH 1957 
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CAR RESTORING is favorite sport of famous Hollywood leading man, Melton Thrush. 
When interviewed, Mel, who modestly admits to being a grease monkey at heart skill- 
fully directed his corps of mechanics from a vantage point where he wouldn’t get dirty. 



EXCITING GAME in third week as 
nation, and champ Chekmatesky tensely 
await challenger Paskoodnik’s first move. 



SKEWERED AT SUNSET In the warm glow of the late dor as matador and bull mingle in a wild crescendo of emotion; a 

afternoon sun, the bullfight unfolds a tableau of matchless splen- scene of sheer poetry that thrills every aficionado to the core. 

35 


MARCH 1957 



SPORTY PRESIDENTS 


TOPHEAVY 

TWIRLER 


★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★ 



★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★ 


Latest study of White House papers proves 
President Taft, though sadly overweight, 
Was an Able Pitcher with a Sunday Paunch. 


by B. W. “Sandy” SHIR-CLIFF 


W hen burly, chuckling 346 pound 
William Howard Taft entered 
the White House, a full career in pub- 
lic service had left little time for active 
sports. 

From his school days at Yale, Bill 
Taft had been easy-going, physically 
lethargic. Was he capable, physically 
and mentally, of the demands that 
would be made of him as president? 
Pressing problems of taxation and tariff 
could be postponed for a year or two, 
but in April, he knew, he would face 
the stiffest challenge of his career. It 
was a challenge he was determined to 
meet. 

Came April; a raw spring afternoon 
in 1909, President Taft, attended only 
by Vice-President James “Sunny Jim” 
Sherman, four Justices of the Supreme 
Court (Judge McFeeley, McFarley, 
McFoley and Fumm) and his trainer 
“Buttons” Malone paced nervously in 
the dank passageway under Griffith 
Stadium. It was the same passageway 
in which President Teddy Roosevelt 
had waited confidently four years be- 
fore. Viewing his obvious nervousness, 
few reporters expected the portly 
Ohioan to match the performance of 
his vigorous predecessor. 

At twenty minutes past two Senator 
Folsom of Illinois came in from the 
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stands carrying a low stool, a bucket 
and a bottle of smelling salts. 

“They’re ready, Mr. President,” he 
said. 

The party moved off, the four Su- 
preme Court judges first, followed by 
Senator Folsom, President Taft and 
“Buttons” Malone. “Sunny Jim” Sher- 
man, refusing to go upstairs, pressed 
the President’s hand and turned away. 

“They’ll murder him,” he sobbed. 

Taft did not look back. 

Jogging up the long passage in full 
formal attire, his spikes ringing hol- 
lowly on the concrete. President Wil- 
liam Howard Taft trotted out into the 
Presidential Box. It was the moment 
sport fans across the nation had been 
awaiting, a moment many of them had 
considered solemnly five months earlier 
as they stood alone in the sacred se- 
clusion of the election booth. Now 
they would see their president in 
action. Would he prove worthy of 
their trust? 

As the marine band finished playing 
the National Anthem, Clark Griffith, 
owner-manager of the Washington 
Senators, handed up to the President 
a brand-new regulation big league 
baseball. A hush fell over the crowded 
stadium as 29,000 loyal Americans 
stood at attention. 


The President smiled broadly, 
mopped his brow with a red bandanna 
and retired immediately to the rear 
of the box where he spoke to “Buttons” 
Malone. 

“What’ll I throw?” 

Malone suggested the slider. Taft 
frowned, shook off the sign. Malone 
then signaled for a high fastball. Taft 
nodded, his eyes mere slits, then ad- 
vanced to the front of the box, pound- 
ing the ball into his glove. 

In front of the box manager Griffith 
crouched to receive the ball. The 
President rubbed up the ball, then 
went back and touched the rosin bag. 
Griffith motioned for the pitch. The 
President hitched up his pants, touched 
the brim of his homburg, kicked aside 
an imaginary clod of dirt and went 
into his windup. 

At the top of his stretch he stopped, 
brought his arms down and stepped 
back. “Buttons” Malone came up from 
the back of the box. The four judges 
gathered around. Senator Folsom un- 
corked the smelling salts and shoved 
the bottle under the President’s nose. 

“How do you feel?” Malone asked. 

The President sneezed violently. “I 
got like a tightness,” he muttered. 

“Where?” 

“In the shoulder. At the top of my 


SPORTY ILLUSTRATIONS 


stretch I felt like a tightness.” 

Malone signaled for Griffith to come 
in. 

“What do you think?” he asked 
Griffith. “Has he got any stuff on the 
ball?” 

Griffith shrugged. “How can I tell? 
He’s still holding it.” 

Malone nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, that’s 
right.” He felt Taft’s shoulder. “Can 
you finish?” he said. 

President Taft answered gamely. “I 
... I’ll try.” 

Manager Griffith slipped on his 
catcher’s mask and hopped over the 
railing onto the playing field. Justices 
McFeeley, McFarley, McFoley and 
Fumm went back to their positions. As 
the little group around the President 
broke up and it became clear that he 
would stay in the game a mighty cheer 
went up from the stands: “Trow da 
bum out!” and “We want Teddy!” 

Manager Griffith squatted on his 
heels and waited for the pitch. Taft 
picked up the rosin bag again, tossed 
it a few times and threw it down. Then 
he hitched up his pants and wiped his 
fingers on his shirt. Then he touched 
the brim of his homburg and pounded 
the ball into his glove. Then he leaned 
forward and peered in for the sign. 
The crowd was going wild. At last he 
nodded, took a full wind-up, reared 
back and pitched. It was a high let-up 
pitch and Manager Griffith leaned in 
over the railing and caught it easily. 

The 1909 major league baseball sea- 
son had officially begun. 

Thirty minutes later a happy and 
flushed Taft greeted reporters in the 
locker room. He had just come from 
the showers and was decked in bunt- 
ing. Asked how he felt after his first 
major league ceremonies, the President 
boomed excitedly, “It’s the greatest 
day of my life. I’m ready to go again 
tomorrow if they need me.” 

As it turned out, the President was 
wrong. The “tightness” in his shoulder 
continued to plague him. Despite mas- 
sage and whirlpool treatments he never 
regained his early season form. In 1910, 
Vice-President Sherman was called on 
to throw out the first ball. 

So ended the career of one of the 
gamest sporting presidents. Despite his 
fighting heart, President Taft was de- 
feated in the 1912 campaign and re- 
tired to private life. 


a powerful new sports car 


W® 







Whether for racing or road-car performance, the VOOMFLAUTEN 
X-12@& is practical. Mainly if you live out on Yucca Salt Flats. 

You’ll know you’re driving a VOOMFLAUTEN X-12@& 
by the admiring expressions of the bystanders, by their cringing 
servile looks as you climb into the cozy seats, their wonderment 
as you surge away from the curb, their amazement as you accelerate 
rapidly down the street, their astonishment as you miss the curve. 


YOU’LL SURE KNOW YOU’RE DRIVING A VOOMFLAUTEN X-12e& 


$4200 


F. O. B. NEW YORK 

you'll never forget 

Dealers all over: See dealer nearest you. 


RAISMITT MOTORS 7 N. CENTERSTRASSE, DORTMUND 

VOOMFLAUTEN X-12 ( 3 ) & SAVCESTBON CAR CO. 12 RUE LE MAINE. EE HAVRE 

OBLIVION ALTOS IS LIMBO BI.VD, AUKLANII 




Never Carry More Cash 
Than You Can Afford To Lose 


Always carry 

AMERICAN EXPRESSTRAIN TRAVELERS CHEQKUES 

AMERICAN EXPRESSTRAIN Traveller’s 


Chekuqes are refunded if lost and 

are accepted everywhere — by Americans, 

Continentals, and Jungle Savages. 
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Sgt. Bilker 


gets court 
martialed 


WATCH SGT. BILKER ON T. V. ON DOUBLE ‘l 
OR NOTHING AND BREAK THE RANK 



WELL ANYWAY, 
WE GOT 

CARAMELS! 


YOUR BETS! 


DON'T 

ANYONE 

MOVE' 


GEE, SARGE - YOU 
WON ALL OUR 
MONEY! WE'RE BROKE! 


ALL RIGHT 


PLACE 



-A RAID! 
-COLONEL 
HAUL! 


BILKER! THEY'VE ORDERED A CRACK - 
DOWN! I'M CONFISCATING YOUR GAMBLING 
EQUIPMENT AND TAKING YOU TO THE GENERAL! 


WELL, 
ANYWAY 
WE GOT 

CARAMELS! 




WELL 

ANYWAY, WE 

GOT CAMELS! 


-NOW LOOK WHAT YOU 
GOT US IN, SGT. BILKER - 
THE SUEZ CRISIS! 


TRANSFER, SIR? 
TO NEW YORK? 

OR PER- 
HAPS HOLLY- 
WOOD? 


AND AS FOR GIVING 
ARMY ENDORSEMENTS TO 
CIGERETTES, I'M GIVING 
THE WHOLE LOT OF 
YOU A TRANSFER! 


• •• 


fart aCofUUmdi !f 


See how they differ from other cigarettes 


Taste the difference! Caramels 
are deeply flavored and give you 
taller satisfaction pack after 
pack. And Caramels are high. 


Feel the difference ! Caramels 
smoke straighter and feel rounder 
— say ... do you always read the 
small print in advertisements? 




TELEVISION 


a.s anybody noticed . . . 



continued 




t.v. Ballet continued 
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BUSINESS 


“The consumer no longer expects, nor indeed 
cares for a guarantee for ‘lifetime’ service. He 
will readily purchase an appliance, say, to serve 
him for no more than two or three or five years, 
to be replaced at that time by a newer and pre- 
sumably better model.— Planned obsolescence is 
a necessity in our expanding economy.”— 

Electrical Manufacturing, June 1956 


In other words, products must be designed to break, 
down faster so that we can enjoy new models sooner. 
And so, manufacturers and designers are combining 
their vast know-how to proudly bring us . . . 


ENGINEERING 

FOR PROSPERITY 


HERE’S HOW THIS GREAT IDEA SERVES VS ALL 



NEW WASHING MACHINE LOOKS GOOD 
Outwardly, this machine seems to be well 
built, according to time tested standards. 
But, there is one little weak point. 



FIRST BREAKDOWN CAREFULLY PLANNED 
That one weak point has been engi- 
neered to support this big, heavy mech- 
anism. It breaks in little over a year. 



FIRST REPAIR BILL IS DISCOURAGING 
Guarantee expired, bill comes to $73. 
Though only 50c bearing is shot, the 
entire unit (red parts) needs replacing. 



FOLLOW-UP BREAKDOWNS DEMORALIZE 
More breakdowns follow to encourage 
purchase of new machine; 30 days (yel- 
low parts) $32. . . 60 days (green) $75. 



1R MANUFA< 
H ON TO T 

isfws* 


f/A 

mm Actually KL-22 is a chemical that causes 
the bar to evaporate when not in use. 


Holes in buttons have very tiny 
serations around them which cut 
thread so that buttons get lost. 




MORE P 


S THAT WILL SOON BO: 


Matchstick is soaked 


fireproofing liquid causing it to 


Shoelace is woven with weak spot integrate! 
into design which does not 


arouse suspicioi 


delicately balanced 
slight vibration. 


Pencil has lead only at 
the very tip and wears 
out wonderfully fast. 


Zipper teeth have built-in cavities whicli 
easily decay and eventually cause 
malocclusion and complete jamming. 


Screw head is made of 
soft metal which prevents 
re-use after removal. 













As some of you may have noticed. Trump publishes here and there. 
Movie Scenes You Might Like to See. A s a follow-up, we now pre- 
sent a eol lection of: 



THE NAZI WAR PICTURE 






NAZI COMMANDANT: ( to ( i . I. hero who stands near buddp Jot-, a 
fnnnp little (fui/ from llrooklpn who lias just tu rn knocked add attempt - 
inf/ to attack the commandant.) Winn trill i/on decadent Amerikan 
Schweinhnnts realize that with pour stupid beliefs in fair-plan and eatinp 
hot -doifs in the hall park, i/on cannot possihlp hope to win the tear. 
( Soon after, the hero escapes.) 









WICKED PRIME MINISTER: A thousand francs to the man who brings me his head! 



YOUNG BOSS: Why... Miss Chester! You... you’re BEAUTIFUL! 







FIGHT GAME 



PROMOTER: Pretty handy wicha mitts, eh kid ! Wanta fight for some real dough ? 


ITALIAN ReALdSM 



FATHER OF FAMILY: I lost my job... and somebody stole my bike. 


UNDERWATER PICTURE 



EVERYBODY: Blubble glubble. 
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IVORY SMUGGLER: Now I will rule the Congo, and you shall be my queen ! 


ENGLISH MYSTERY 



BUTLER: Yes, I killed him... but they’ll never take me alive! 


COWBOYS MB INDIM5 



WHITE SCOUT: Thank Goodness, Captain, you arrived in the nick of time. 








continued from preceding page 



Gentleman, driving to Spring Lake, wishes 
gentleman help drive, share expenses. 




The unpleasantness out at the country club. 



“Oh, for goodness sake, I thought 
I locked that door.” 
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“This year I gotta charge more 
for mowin’ the grass.” 


“Wait a minute, now, here are some people 
who want to say hello.” 


“No more peanut-butter-and-jelly? Then skip it.” 
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Coincidence is very important in soap opera 


as demonstrated by the following scenes from the radio serial 
“Our Gal Gertrude,” wife of wealthy and handsome Lord Irving. 



The innocent scrap of paper. 


The rendezvous in the ice house. 





The chance meeting on the mountain-top. 


The overheard phone call. 





The chance meeting in the restaurant. 


The truth is revealed. 






50 




PERHAPS some of you will recognize the following stirring poem that was 
read by John Smith, Minneapolis poet laureate, dedicating a Bullet factory 
-from that outstanding war novel, Feather Merchants, by Max Shulman. 






* 6 ^ 






#“ 






^* s “ 


*&**- 


B-U-L-L-E-T-S 

“A building? 

Four walls, a floor, a roof? 

Hay. 

A challenge, an answer, a promise to young men who blithely 
risk their lives and live on chow that we who would but 
cannot join them are in the fray. 

"‘Banzai!’ cries the N.ip. 

‘Umlaut!’ yells the Hun. 

From this building, from these four walls, will come the 
instrument to silence their triumphant expostulations. 

“Bullets. 

Bullets. Bullets. Bullets. 

Bullets. Bullets. 

Bullets. Bullets. 

Bullets. Bullets. Bullets. Bullets. Bullets. 

Bullets. 

“Bullets that flew from longbows in colonial times and made 
of us a nation free. 

On San Juan Hill our War President's father spoke 
softly and carried a big bullet. 

And what of Sergeant York, huh, what of Sergeant York? 

“Here in this place is made revenge. 

Wlien an American boy drops into the muzzle of his gun 
one of the bullets that will soon come from this plant, 
pending, of course, acceptance by the War Deparment 
he can know that he is ready to fire the wrath of 
Minneapolis. 

'Bullets.” 




— 

— 








■***ftt 




^ 6 ? 




“ 4 ? 
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No. 

No. 

1 

4 

2 

11 

3 

12 

4 

14 

5 

16 

6 

16 

7 

24 

8 

25 

9 

29 

10 

33 

11 

34 

12 

37 

13 

39 

14 

41 

15 

42 


Opposing Pitcher, Club 
Howard EhmKe (R), Phila. 
George Walberg (l), Phila. 
Hollis Thurston (R). Wash. 
Bryan Harriss (R), Boston 
JohiUlMinn (£), PJj 


Date 

April 15 
April 23 
April 24 
April 29 
May 1 
May 1 
May 10 
May 11 
May 17 
May 22 
May 2 

Si; [ Rip irmsMJK'anhV. 

M ll 3 Sept. 20, 1902— James J. Callahan, Chi. AL vs. Det. (1st g.). 
Se pt. 18 190 3 — Charles Fraser, Phila. NL at Chi 




94 

95 
95 


106 

110 


July 24 
July 26 
July 26 
July 28 
Aug. 5 
Aug. 10 

:if 

Aug. 22 
Aug. 27 

nmioome, }$l 






Milton Gaston (Rj, St. Louis 
Walter Stewart (L). St. Louis 


George Smith (R), Detroit 
Jonathan Zachary (L), Wash. 


Chicagc 
New York 
New York 
New York 
New York 


138 

139 

140 
143 
147 


Joseph 


an Zachary (L), Wash. Washington 3 2;? 

s o&he i'h4t j^oie 

Shaute (1), Cleve. Cleveland 6 0 jff 


t 

Ernest Wingard (i 


Ernest Nevers (Rji, St. Louis 


153 

154 


. 3-0 
.10-0 



.), St. Louis St. Louis 1 1 w 134 

m i»- sM«DKV? 


Sept. 7 
Sept. 11 
Sept. 13 
Sept. 13 
Sept. 16 
Sept. 18 
Sept. 21 
Sept. 22 
Sept. 27 
Sept. 29 
Sept. 29 
Sept 30 


m3! 


Will 

Jos< 

Ted 

The 

Sen 

Ken 


Boston 

Boston 


Hor 
Pau 
Jom 

ithander, (L) dent 
d 155 games Ir 

season. Total i 

By monthsi April 4, May 12, 


ell, Chi 48 

tsel. Phila 54 

r, Cleve 48 

lay, Cleve 42 

licit, Cleve. 

Iman, Phila 48 

lick, Cleve 39 

nderson, Wash. 

Sb. Det 49 

ugnerty, Chi 47 

3b, Det 78 

llns, Phila 81 

t>b, Det 83 

an, Wash 88 

an, Wash 74 

Isel, N. Y 74 

ob, Det 96 

ftb, Det 68 

bb, Det 55 

iler, St. L 45 

lins, CM 33 

:e, Wash 63 

iler, St. L 35 

>ler, St. L 51 

llns, Chi 49 

llns, Chi 42 

itll, Chi 43 

itll, Chi 35 

iler, St. L 27 

er. Bos 30 

hrlnger, Det 27 

:Manus, Det 23 

apman, N. Y 61 

apman, N. Y 38 

apman, N. Y 27 

erber, Bos 40 

erber, Bos 29 

y, St. L 27 

Werber, Phila 35 

Chapman, Wash.-Bos. 

>settl, N. Y 27 8 

astt. Wash 5) B 

ase, Wash 35 H 

aso, Wash 33 m 

ase, Wash 44 8 

ase, Wash 61 8 

Irnweiss, N. Y 55 8 

Irnweiss, N. Y 33 $ 

ise, Cleve 28 gj 

llinger, St. L 34 S 

(linger, St. L 28 

llinger, St. L 20 8 

Magglo, Bos 15 I 

Inoso, Cleve. -Chi. ... 31 I 

noso, Chi 22 I 

noso, Chi 25 I 

nen, Bos 22 ■ 

/era, Chi 25 1 


0 Gilliam, If 

0 Reese, ss 

9 Snider, cf 

9 Campanula, c... 

0 Furlllo, rf 

9 Hodges, lb 

9 J. Robinson, 3b. 

1 Zimmer, 2b 

0 Newcombe, p... 

1 Bessent, p 

5 6 -Kellert 

0 j-Hoak 

p labine, p 


* Totals.. 


r*uer, rf....... 

WV.Dougald, 3b.. 

t 

10 Collins, lb 

10 Howard, If 

10 Martin, 2b 

17 Rizzuto, ss 

)3 a-E. Robinson.. 
)3 Coleman, ss. . . 

55 Ford, p 

15 Grim, p 


in Totals 

DODGERS (N). . 
in YANKEES (A).. 


m a-Batted for Rizzuto 
on Bessant in 8 th. c-Ran t 
ler Double plays— Zimmer ai 
o" Left on bases— Dodgers 
Struck out— by Ford 2, N 


0 Gilliam, 2b 

6 Reeso, ss 

6 Snider, cf 

0 Campanula, c.. 

6 Furlllo, rf 

6 Hodges, lb 

Robinson. 3b... 
H 


new BASEBALL RECORDS 


Although the baseball season has been 
over for several months, final statistics 
have just recently become available. 
The delay was caused by the enormous 
task involved in computing a record 
breaking number of new records. Most 
people note only such spectacular 
events as home run hitting and no-hit 
pitching. This is like eating only the 


frosting on a cake. Many records go 
into the books and are never heard of 
again, except perhaps on a TV quiz 
show. But that doesn't mean they aren’t 
important. To prove our point, we’ve 
selected some new world’s records that 
were quietly set last season, which we 
believe to be every bit as fascinating 
as Larsen’s no-hitter in the Series. 


Event: MOST NUMBER OF WALL 
CRASHES IN A SINGLE SEASON 


Old Record 12 times 

Held By Lou D. Thud, L. F. 

Date, PI. .6/7/51, Cinci, 0. 

New Record 13 times 

Held By Sol Idblow, C. F. 

Date, PI 7/2/56, Balt, Md. 

This picture was taken the 
moment the record was bro- 
ken. The emotional impact 
can be felt by the reader 
almost as much as by the 
ballplayer involved. Weeks 
later, after he regained con- 
sciousness, it was shown to 
Sol. The thrill of reliving 
that record breaking moment 
again proved to be too much 
for him, and he sank back 
prostrate, in a deep coma. 



continued 


BASEBALL RECORDS ( continued ) 



Event: GETTING TO SHOWER 
FIRST AFTER THE GAME IS OVER 


Old Record 
Held By 
Date, PI. 
New Record 
Held By 
Date, PI. 


50 times 

B. 0. Ender, 2nd B. 
... 9/11/34, Detroit 

56 times 

. Driply Wetback, P. 
8/3/56, Philla. 


Uncounted in these 56 record show- 
ers are the ones Driply took be- 
cause of his pitching. They came in 
the early innings and if counted 
would have made a grand total of 98. 




Event: SHOWING UP AT WRONG 
BALL PARK 


Old Record 3 times in a week 
Held By “Punchy" MacRee, R. F. 

Date, PI 5/1/16, Boston 

New Record All Week 

Held By . Eustace Fogbound, C. 

Date, PI 6/7 — through 6/14/56, 

Yokohama, lapan 


The Washington D. C. team was fly- 
ing to meet the Baltimore team in 
a night game. Somehow, Eustace got 
into a test jet that was making a 
non-stop, trial run to Yokohama. 



Event: MOST BATS BROKEN IN A 
SINGLE GAME 


Old Record 
Held By 
Date, PI. 

New Record 
Held By 
Date, PI. 


3 times 

Asher Willow, R. F. 
6/6/44, St. Louis 

5 times 

Battly Bopp, 3rd B. 
. 9/5/56, New York 


This shot shows Battly shattering 
his fifth bat and the old record. 
The amazing part is that this bat 
had a lead center. Through error, 
Battly had used the warmup bat. 
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Event: MOST ARGUMENTS WON 
WITH AN UMPIRE 


Old Record None 

Held By None 

Date. PI None 

New Record One 

Held By . Myron (Iron) Lungg, Jr. 
Date, PI. .. 4/22/56, New York 


Myron (Iron) Lungg, Jr., claimed 
that the fly-ball that bounced off 
his head was there long enough to 
be considered caught. Umpire, Myron 
(Iron) Lungg, Sr., agreed with him. 



END 








by Parke Cummings 


Writing for the various markets 
I have started innumerable pieces 
without finishing them — whether 
from laziness, or because events 
caught up with me and made it point 
less to continue. Examples of this 
fragmentary writ in* are a 


* * NO CHARGE FOR THIS SUGGESTION * * 


While it is debatable whether television 
will ever seriously challenge radio as an 
entertainment medium, it might make some 
inroads on the latter if it could come up 
with a program of genuine interest and 
suspense. 

Let me be specific. On radio there has 
been a give-away quiz show known as the $64 
Question. Now let television top this not 


by giving away a mere $64 but — get this - 
$640! Think of it — The $640 Question! It 
will be objected by some that no sponsor 
could afford to give away — or even risk 
giving away — such a sum weekly, and prob- 
ably this is true. I do believe, however, 
that it might be feasible to run such a show 
on a once-a-month basis. After all, this 
huge sum, when 


* * * * STOP THE SCARE TALK * * * * 


To hear some so-called experts talk, war 
in Europe is virtually inevitable. Adolph 
Hitler is bent on conquest, they say, and 
Poland will be his next victim. In that 
event, goes this weird line of reasoning, 
Great Britain and France will declare war 
on him. 

How silly can you get? Never in a thousand 
years would Hitler risk war with France, 


knowing as he does that the Maginot line is 
impregnable. Even more bizarre — if such a 
thing is possible — is the opinion expressed 
in some quarters that if war should come in 
Europe, it would spread to Asia and even- 
tually the United States would be drawn in. 
In view of our known determination to avoid 
foreign involvement, how can this prepos- 

terOUS continued, on next page 
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continued from preceding page 


* * * EASY COME, EASY GO * * 


* 


To hear some of our more starry-eyed re- 
porters talk, particularly those from the 
Hub of the Universe, the Boston Red Sox have 
picked up a super-duper nickel-plated hon- 
est-to-God baseball star in rookie Ted Wil- 
liams. 

I hate to douse cold water in their faces, 
but I would like to point out that many a 
rookie looks like a seventh wonder of the 
world for a few weeks or months, only to 
peter out and fade back to the C and D 
leagues. 

Mr. Williams, I fear, is in that category. 
True, he does, at first glance, appear im- 
pressive as a hitter, but that will last 


only until the pitchers around the American 
League discover his weakness. 

Moreover, hitting is not enough in the big 
leagues. Williams is an indifferent field- 
er, and, as such, will soon be considered 
more of a liability than an asset. And that 
is not all. The young man is obviously tem- 
peramental, given to show his dislike of 
fans and sports writers. This simply can- 
not go in the big leagues. Within a year at 
the most, the tension that Williams carries 
around with him will force him out of base- 
ball. As a permanent left fielder for the 
long haul the Red Sox would do much better 
to consider 


* HOW TO BE AND DO EVER SO MUCH BETTER * 


Chapter ^ 

This book is intended for you - and you 
- and you. With simple plain instructions 
it will teach you how to - make more money — 
attract more women and/or men — get over 
your fears - sleep better - take off or put 
on weight or stay exactly the same - make 
less enemies — grow better vegetable gar- 
dens - send your son through college — dress 
better on the same amount of money — get 
elected to any public office you wish. 

****** TOSS' 

It now appears that General Eisenhower 
will be offered the nomination of each of 
our major political parties. While it is 
highly unlikely that he will venture into 


I realize these claims may sound almost 
incredible to you, but that is because I 
happen to have a secret — a new and hith- 
erto undreamed of method of bettering your- 
self in all respects. And it is this secret 
that I am going to share with you. It con- 
sists of getting up an hour earlier in the 
morning. Do you customarily get up at eight? 
Then get up at seven. At five? Then get up 
at four. Having made that clear, I must tell 
you that the next step is 

UP * * * * * * 


political life, he is more likely to accept 
the Democratic than the Republican nomi- 
nation if he decides to do so. The under- 
lying reason, of course 


FISHNET 

(Suggested Television Script) 

(Captain Bill April and his sidekick, Ed APRIL: Yes m'am? ... I see, m'am ... Is 


Strickley, are talking over at headquarters) 
APRIL: How are things going, Ed? 

ED: Oh, I can't complain. Family seems 

all right. Kid doing O.K. at school. 
Have some. Bill? 

APRIL: What you got there, Ed? 

ED: Orange peels. My doc says there's 

nothing like 'em to relieve high 
blood pressure. 

APRIL: Is that right? 

(Phone rings. He picks it up) 


* * DUBIOUS 

Plans are underfoot to make a musical out 
of George Bernard Shaw's Pygmalion, the 
show tentatively titled My Fair Lady. Now 
Pygmalion is a legitimate play of undoubted 
distinction, but why any producer or direc- 
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that right, m'am? . . . Hold on just 
a minute, m'am . . . 'Bye, m'am. 

ED: What's up. Bill? 

APRIL: Pool room proprietor over on Hail- 
stone Boulevard. He reports that 
some young hoods broke into his 
place and made a bonfire out of his 
pool cues. 

ED: But how come you were calling him 

"m'am"? 

APRIL: Well, I thought 


CHOICE * * 

tor or author should get the fantastic idea 
of setting such an obviously unsuitable 
vehicle to music is beyond me. In the first 
place 







in any crowd so enter 
my subscription to Trump for 12 issues. 
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Everything brightens up with 
brisk LIPTONE TEA 



IT DOES WONDERFUL THINGS FOR YOU. Mainly it changes the colors 
in your face and clothes as shown above. 

YOU START PERKING UP after the first few sips you get brighter and your 
color gets pinker and your eyes get flashier and your nose gets redder — you ras- 
cal you! That’s not tea you’re drinking! 

TREAT YOUR FAMILY OFTEN to this delicious Liptone Iced Tea... Help! 
We forgot it’s winter and were supposed to plug HOT tea! 


A SWITCH TO LIPTONE MEANS A SWITCH IN HEADTONEI 



